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THE BEA

*You don't have to ring 'em to tell all
3 connterfeits,” observed the Hotel
Iveilgh manjoure girl as she opened
Sundle &f emery paper. “Only last
ek I had one In hers that was mo
1tk an Imitation you'd think he'd alt
plghta to make fun of himsell; any-
¥, you'd begin to understand how
ssle Chadwick took up collectlons,
. was old enocugh to have fed Me
‘iselah bis fennel tea, but the help
L old man can got from ugliness, doe
s and tallors that ought to have
n taxidermists, makes anything
uy show at the Hippodrome look
4y. The minute i caught sight of
st saucy little freshman hat and
4 college-cut clothes, | know the
‘ole play before the curtain went up,
1 1 wouldn't look In Bllly's direc
n He was already Joshing more
. was good for him You know
ly. He's the bosa barber and wants
buy me s plain gold ring and »
no-player; but poor Billy {sn't n man
hils ward, He promised he'd do any-
ng 1o the world for me, and renegod
the only request 1 made He
Uldn't change his face,
‘Of ‘eourse, the first thing Mr, Ney-
{la did when ha kittened down luto
chalr was to squeezs my hand.
At was a terrible shock to me, 1
s#s, since It only happens from nine
twenty times n day, and | hardly
yw what to do—only just how to
p AL 1 shifted his hands lnto and
. of the npinety-elght-cent near-out
s bowl mo often he fell to It that
program had been changed with-
notiee, and then he took the num-
Lo Bllly snickered out loud, and I
it & glars at him that ought to have
unk him to the size of a one
god peanut; but it didn't. He only
Olled up and watehed for more. Ho's
cular cut-up, By s, and of courne
knew there was more coming.
Mo past-due fiirty boys get so cal
'8 to turndowns that nothing short
A brick makes a dent In them, and
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He didn't. He was punocture proof, and
when be got up to go he leaned over
the table to me and sald:

*“What do you think of a nice eve.
ning &t the theuter tonight, and maybe
n bird and a bottle after™

"Fine!' 1 eiirruped. I like to read
about it; but If you're hunting sowms
poor but honest working girl of fatal
heauty to share It you'd better bhurry,
for the hour Is growing Inte. For me,
not! 1'm going to spend this evening
with my own grandfather.’

“I hadn't supposed It could be done,
but the red began to creep under his
make-up, and then 1 felt a little bit
worry. IU's wrong to hit a eripple, any-
how, and as he went out 1 sunshined
at him Just so | wouldn't feel like so
much of a grouch mysell, 1 thought
I cowld take a chance on that much
without putting out the ‘Welecome'
mat, but say! when | dle, put on my
tombatone, will you, ‘Fhie was a good
gy-url, but she couldn’t learn,'

“That very evening. as 1 passed ot
through the parlors, 1 saw my Me.
thuselah's unecle, about fve vears
younger In his allk tle and open-faced
vest, talking to a real foppy mother
and daughter who wore enough happy
harness to stock n new Tifany's. The
younger one was such a pletura that
1 wwung up close to see if It was hand
painted or only a ehromo, but that's
onee 1 had to send a wireless apology,
for her complexion was put on from
the inside and wounld stand serubbing.
She looked perfectly happy except for
one thing; sll she wanted was some
thing Interesting to happen. She was
roal willing to go right away from
thera to find it, too, but the other two
had thelr chins on pivots and smiled
continuously without pain. ‘Anyhow,’
I thought, ‘Father Time (8 now back
in his own precinet and they'll take
care of him If he gots to wandering
In his mind.'

“The next morning, bright and
early, before | even had my wraps off,
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Ay woon 1 saw him watching my
* and my eyes, and | got ready,

atly Mke Maxine Elllow?

YO cBurdo 1 know It I handed him

k "Maxineé comes in here nearly

'Y day and asks me to quit It, but
't

That made him pause for the cross

¢ mayhow, und I got three minutes
her on the way.

“What u lonesome city this Is!’ he
o pext, and I knew It wak no
trylng to save him a chill. He
1dn't be gatlsfled till he got frose

"Why o you slip away from him
AT 1 asked

(Frgm—' he began, snd then he
sped . He wasa't so slow after all,
1 been golng to ask ‘from whom,'
“hie had & flash of second slght and

I'd hint that it was either bis
cof his keeper.

& oroas Mttle dear you are!”
«and patted my band,
seo what | have to put up
"1 explaived, and then 1
fn one under the thumb nall
“Binr jumpling all over. That
for the ‘little dear.’
"t you think he'd guess his
beeny disconnected after thet?

then Uncle Antigue Baw Me In This Uniform, | Felt Sorry for His Re.
spectably Family.

who should come prancing Into the

| barber shop but my Mr Searandyel-
‘Do you know,' sald he, ‘you look |

low to have his face lroned. and with
a nerve tall enough to make the 8ing-
er bullding look llke a hitching post
he lifted the roef of his toupee to me
and smiled as pleasantly as 4 mummy
that bad died dippy. | escaped him
when be went out, though, because 1
was busy with one of the worst kind—
i merchant from Darkest Indiana who
had come to New York to buy last
yenr's Intest style, and who was ex-
plaining how much he missed his wife
#o | would go to the theater with him
und let him tell me about her,

“It helped someo that afternoon to
have a real one drop in
tall, Uvingpleture bullt young man,
nnd looked so solld he conld have had
his clothos pressed right on him with-
out hurting. His hands were not n
Wit pretty; they were better than that;
they were good to look at. They were
a man's bands, big and strong and
brown, but well shaped enough, too;
the kind that can hold a high stepper
down to an even trot through ten
miles of ireworks., It was a nice, firm,
warm hand, but it didn't know I heid
i, and that Interested me right away.
You know, I suppose I'm llke other
girle. It makes me mad if they do,
and I'm disappoloted If they don't. He

o telephone and eame over to me with:
““Twooilwo WRNIS YOU RS §00D AN
yoti ocAan come.’

Ho was o |

Just sat as quiet Az & half dosen raw | and she just fairly ate that note with.

and looked a hole in my pompadour
till Billy bung up the reeelver of the

“1 mever in my life saw anybody
light up the way that young fellow did.
All at once he Jooked liks Coney on
opening night,

| “*Two hundred and two!’ he sald.
‘Go right up to her. Don't mind me
I ¢can wait'

“I glanced up at him and he looked
awlully good to your Aunt Hessle. His
face had turned a lttle bit pink and
his eyes had lost that faraway look
in & hurry

"Her! Of course it was a Her In
two-otwo! But from the wiy this
young fellow acted I could tell that
this was an extra specinl Her of the
very best brand, the cholce and pick
of the whole Her flock so far as he
was concerned,

“'It wouldn't take me but a little
bit to get through with you, I sald.
keoplng my smile for in the elevator

“'No, 1 ean wait’ bo Insisted. ‘I'd
rather walt, To tell you the truth, 1
wAnt to see you after you come back
down,' and he stammered and stut-
tered ke a young married man dolng
his wife'n first shopping with
clerks Flopally he blurted out;
‘Would you mind taking a little note
up thers for me?™

“'A note!' [ sald, putting on my
toppiest nir, ‘I don't think the house
would permit (t. You ean call a bell
| boy from here, and he'll take It up.'
|  *"He fdgeted agaln, and the more

ha fidgeted and the reddor he got the
| more 1 Hked him,

""You sea, IUs this way,” he ex-
| plained. “There's two ladies up there,
| and | want the younger one to get the
note without the older one seeing It
Then ho got so red 1 began to feel
real motherly toward him, He reached
In hie pocket and pulled out a roll of
bills big enough to stuff n Teddy bear.

“*‘Bmother that, young man,” | sald,
‘Once In n while | like to do a per-
sonal favor just to jolly mywself along
that me heart's in the right place, 1
tell you what you do. You scrateh
oft your note and give It to me, and
I'll think about what | ought to do
on the way up. I'll be gone from three-
quarters of an hour to an hour, WIll
you be here?

“Would he! If | felt ns certain of
going to hesven aus 1 was that this
young man would be right there when
I got back, I'd never worry about my
conduct as long as 1 live

“My! 1do love to see a plot thick-
on, and when I got up to two-otwo
you couldn't scrateh this one with an
installment solitalre; for there was
the girl with the complexion that
wouldn't come off, and she wus pret-
tier in & kimono than she had been in
her grand opera stunners! Her mother
was there, too, and when | ecame In
they were in a gabfest up to thelr
pompadours, and blowing and pawing
for shore so hard they never notleed
me but went right on. Anyhow, you're
supposed to wear blinkers and ear
cotton around a hotel, so | went dead
and got busy. The girl stopped long
enough to give me a real human samile
an she gave me her nalls to do, and
then she sald:

“*But, mother, just think! Mr, Pas-
say I8 older than father would have
been at this time!*

" 'Mr. Passay 18 young in everything
but years,’ her mother came back, In
that dead level tone of volee the hard-
hearted father uses In the Bowery
thrillers, "He I8 reaplng the reward,
in his splendid preservation, of a
clean, Christian Hfe. Ho Is & gentle
man, he is wealthy, and can glve you
soclal position. Why, child, he is the
leading membersof the famous Passay
family, firet cousin to the Vander
cashes, connected by marriage with
the Whiteners. He's devoted to you,
and il his daughters are grown up
and out of the way,'

“Yes, and they'd all take great
pleasure In calllng me mother!” ob-
jected the girl

“*They wouldn't dare show their
faces near yours when they sald it
snapped her mother; ‘besldes you
could stand that for a few years'

“‘That's the trouble,’ sald the girl.
‘He'd never die, Ho's proved that al-
ready. | won't have him, mother, and
that settles 1t!"

“*You're an ungrateful c¢hild,
Grace!" walled the mother. ‘You'd
rather have that young adventurer
that 1 forbade to bother us Any more.
You have uo proper pride st all’

*‘Adventurer!’ sald Grace, and 1
liked the way hor eyes snapped. “Mr,
Huardy bas a ffty-thousand dollar
ranch, snd a nlee lttle house In &
nice little city near by, and money in
the bank. And he made it all himself.
His social position is good enough for
me, It's better than father's was when
you married.’

“Weli, the old lady bogan to drip at
the oyes right away Her daughter
was ungrateful—again. 8he had no
proper pride—agaln. BShe was for
goetting a solemn obligation. Her father
on his very deathbed had told Grace
to mind her mother, and what was she
dolng now? And the old lady retired
to the bath room for first ald to the
weepers, scared purple for fear her
eyes would show red at lunch,

“Hy that time your Aunt Dessle had
her mind made up good and plenty
what to do,

“Thin Mr. Hardy," 1 guessed, put.
ting a dab of rouge on the prottiest
little Anger nall | ever saw. °If he's
& young man with two shoulders and
several white teeth, 1 think he's down
in the barber shop right this minute,
spolling his Auger nalls, walting till
I come back. Gee If his name's on
this,’ and 1 slipped her the note,

“Say, she it up ke a Delasco sun-
rise!

“*1 dén't know he was here’' she
sald, but it wasn't to me she sald It

out salt or péipper,

“You may tell Mr. Hardy that |
eannot write a note just now, she
eald, 'but to please send up his eard
to mother and me right after lunch-
eon. I'll see that he'a recelved.’

“*You'll win,' I told her, ‘I've got
a bet on you'

“When 1 told Hardy the stunt that
was eut out for him bhe turned the
color of his collar and got perfectly
Hmip,

“'Cheor up, 1 sald. “The returns
are not all In yet, sné If there's any
way your Aunt Hessie can help stufl
the ballot boxes, all her other engnge
ments are off’

“That night he was walting to walk
ot (o the car with me, and béeaming
ks & custard ple. He simply had to
recite 1t all to somebody, and 1 was
the only audience hie could nail.

“ I saw her, he sald, ‘and I'm o
se¢ her once more, though | guess

girl |

head wspin, and by the way m'
frowned | knew I'd done a perfectly
scrumptious on grandpa. After

job

he had his morning face put on, of
course he came toddling right over te
me, and my, but | was the giddy young
thing! It only cost me two glances
and another smile to have a theater
Invitation for that night, and at 5
o'glock T hiked home and put on all
my kill'em-deads from the the plumes
down,

“When Uncle Antique saw me in
the uniform I felt sorry for his re-
spectable family, but I will say he
knew how to do the honors, and the
way he tucked me Into my seat you'd
have thought | was the queen of
dheba.

“1 enjoyed the show while 1 was
there, too—everyihing In this world
looks so good to me nowadays that I
could almost enjoy the toothache—but
Just before the all-get-busy chorus at
the end 1 got real peevish and made

that will be about all; at least that's
what 1| was given to underfland, and
ruther plainly. There's no chance for
me."

“‘Don‘t tear up your ticket before
the bell rings.' I told him. 'Everything
comen out In the wash, for while
there's life there's soap. When does
this dying interview come off ¥

*‘Tomorrow night, he sald,
to take them to the theater.'

“That's when 1 declded to wedge
In. I can't keop out of it. It all comes
from my East side bringing up, where,
whenever there was a midnight fight,
overy man In the block yelled out of
the window for them to wait till he
got hls shoes on. If there was any-
thing doing we all wanted to be in It,
and I suppose I'll be tickled to death
with my own funeral, just because 111
be thero and have the best part In the
oast. | had a fine plot, standing right
where | was, too. 1 get ‘em often that
way., Aln't ! the little Besslo Bright?

“‘Tell you what you do,” 1 sald
‘After the theater you bring your
crowd over to Churley's for a bite of
supper, and I'll get up a lttle play
for you that'll beat any show on Broad-
way. Don't get there too quick.
Mosey out of the theater slow, and
be sure you're the last ones out. Go
back to your seat for sgomething to kill
more time, When you get into Chur
ley's I'll have a table saved for you.
That's all you have to do except ait
with your back to me’

"Of course he was crasy to know
what was coming off, but 1 wouldn't
tell him. I wasn't quite sure myseif,
yet, but the next morning [ was, for
my passe Mr., Passay waltzes in as
usual to have his wrinkles pressed
out, and the emile I gave him would
have melted this whetstone brick lece

‘I'm

oream that they puc up for pienies, He
was wo tickled I thought he'd do a

“| Was Perfectly Wicked and Proud of It."

him leave., Of course, the next move
was the bird and the bottle, and with-
out letting him know that I was doing
the driving 1 guided him right across
to Churley's. The head rusher over
there I8 one of my best tralned petls,
und as we went lnside | dropped be-
hind snd spoke to him.

“‘Frank,’ | ordered, ‘get us two
tables next to the wall, and when
there's & certaln party of ihree comes
in—a nleelooking young couple and
an old lady—1'll give you the nod and
you give them the other table.

“Frank was on In & minute,. Wea
took the far table, and | managed it
80 grandps would bave his back to
the other ona. Bay! 1 must be awful
slow to learn, for 1I'd rather have foam
than bubbles any day; but this time
it was mae for the chilly quart. 1
sipped mine slowly, though, and by
touching glasses ever so often I coaxed
grandpa on to bo the reml human
sponge. When my special sudience
came in, the second quart was frost-
ing the sllver pall, while grandpa was
only twenty-five and getting younger
every second, From where 1 sat 1
could keep my eye on the door, and
as Frank started back with Mr. Hardy
and Grace and Ma he caught my nod.
1 kept grandpa busy fust then so that
he never turned around, but they saw
us. BSome they did! The two young
ones were wise In & second and the
tableau was peaches and cream to
them; but mother bad the shock of
her life, for just as Frank seated her
at the end of the table where the
whole pantomime was in full view, 1
had grandpa pawning for my hand,
enough for

positively
the only originul package of genulne
me

:i
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about mo that hadn't beem
puiled out she saw through to it. If
I'd been Innocent I'd have shriveled
up under that searchlight, but [ wasn't,
1 was perfectly wicked and proud ot
it, and havipg the tima of my life. Bo
was grandpa. 1 let him wabble on and
on, gettldg farther and farther away
trom an &litl all the time, with Mr.
Hardy and his Grace all but stuffing
pApkine Into thelr mouths to keep
from sercaming, Grandpa got more
kittenish every minute, He dldn’t no-
tiee any more whether | was drinking
or not, and every glass of the foolish
water he took made the lights turn
roster, until at last he got too eonfec-
tionery and then | arose In offended
dignity.

“egir, said 1, ‘'with you at your age
1 thought | should be suMelontly chup-
eroned, but as it 1s 1 must go home
alons! Good evening’

“l paused just at the end of the
other table to say that ‘Good evening,'
and of course the longlost old man
turned around to look at me, lnstead,
he found himself looking square Into
the blaging eyes of mother, and the
otirtain was down. The last | saw a8
Frank sent our waiter over to hifn
witht the check, was grandpa huddied
in his chalr, blinking his eyes and try-
ing to figure out what had hit him.

“Maybe they wasn't the grateful
ones, young Hardy and his girl. They
made me come to the wedding, and
mother was quite chocolate creams.
Bhe recognized me as the poor, ¢m-
barraseed girl at Churley's, but not as
the manicure girl of the Belveigh, and
she seemed quite anxious about my
family.

““Willlams? she repeated, as sho
shook my hand. "Willlama? Are you
by any chance econneéted with the
Willlamses of Narragansett?

“'No; the Willlamses of Park Row,*
I gald, and the dear old soul was per-
fectly satisfied. She didn’t know New
York, nor the names on the lamp-
posts down Howery way, and Park
Row sounded real aristocratio to bher, I
guess.”

GOOD JOKE ON POLITICIANS
French Senators and Depulies Accept-
ed Invitations to Attend Cente-
nary of Bogus Author.

Life is often stranger than fiction,
but that a hoax should be pulled off
in cultured and brilllant Paris that
surpasses the Ingenious fancy of the
clorienl playwright who wrote tha de-
lightful anglo-Irish farce, “General
«John Regan"—a play in which, thanks
to an American joker, a monument
is erected In an isolated Irish town
to & military and political hero who
never existed—is a matter for some
surprise. A French newspaper that
bad doubtless heard of the Irish farce
tried the ides on members of the
present parllament. It sent g letter
to senators and depities in the name
of a “committes” and invited their
participation in the grand celebration
of the centenary of the “famous au-
thor, Hegesippe Blmon' a specimen
of whose profound and winged phrases
was givén on the note paper. The
striking thought was, “When the sun
rises, darkness vanishes.” The “com-
mittes” offered to furnish material for
appropriate addresses In the memory
of the great man. This was enough—
more than enough.

Fifteen senators and nine deputles
—among them ex-cabinet minlsters—
swallowed the bait. They were B0
flattered by the invitationm that they
promptly accepted, omitting to look
into works of reference. Some added
tributes to the great thinker and re-
grotted contemporary neglect of him.
The paper promptly gave away ths
hoax, and France 18 laughing at the
humiliated politicians. The moral of
the affair 18 too plaln to need point-
ing out. It is eafe to say that poll-
ticians who hear of the Incldent will
add some blographleal literature to
their libraries of use more care In
the selection of seoretaries.

Indian Ghost Btory.

Beveral years ago 1 had a studlo In
Albugquerque, N, M., and the walls
of my reception rooms and office were
hung with large photographs of In-
dinns, Karl Moore writes in Leslie's.
One day I was visited by six men of
the Navajo tribe, who, after much
smoking and visiting, made known the
real causs of their eall. Direetly over
my desk was a framed portralt of one
of the old medleine men of thelr tribe,
who had just died. BPelleving that a
part of his soul was lmprisoned in the
portrait—else how could it look so
lke him?—they asked me if 1 would
not destroy it, so that his spirit might
be released and be at peace. 1 Imme-
diately took the print from the frame
and tore It Into bits while the men
looked on with silent approval. After
thanking me they each shook hands
fa turn and fled guletly out of the
room, They did not suspect that thers
might still be In existence other coples
of the pleture or & negative.

Real Drug.

Rutger Jewett, tha New York 1t
terateur, gave a luncheon the other
day at the Players' club In Germany
park and during the game course a
club attendant brought to one of Mr.
Jewett's liternry guests a long, omine
ousdooking envelope.

At glght of this envelope, so famil-
far (o all Htterateurs, & shout of laugh.
ter went up.

The object of the laughter blushed,
and thrust the envelope hurriedly Into
his inside coat pocket.

“It's only an elegy, boys," he said,
“that the editor of Soribbler's has
turned down.

: Jewett shook his head.

true it 1s," he sald, “that po-
otry Is on the decline.”



